MADAME D'ETIOLES BECOMES A MOTHER
fairy vehicle, poised for a flight among the downy clouds
which now and again flitted across the sun and cast feathery
shadows on the box-edged paths. The little turrets of the
chateau sparkled; in the flower-beds the dew scintillated
on the spear-like iris leaves, the royal fleur-de-lis, the red
cornets of the frilled and striped tulips, the peonies like nests
of pink fledglings and the evil spotted fritillaries. In the back-
ground loomed chestnut-trees, and nearer the long French
windows stood tubs of orange-trees in full bloom, newly
released from their moist winter seclusion in the orangery.
Among the flower-beds were still some grotesque relics of
seventeenth-century gardening when box had been clipped
to the shapes of dogs holding palm-leaves, bizarre dolphins
and vases.

In the distance, from the village with the thin spire sur-
mounted by a golden cock, the faint sound of a hunting horn
and the baying of hounds could be heard. The horses pawed
the sand, whinnied and shook the bells on their ears. Just then
the great door of the chateau was opened by ttyo flunkeys in
blue and purple velvet: Madame d'Etioles stepped forth; fol-
lowed by a turbaned nigger page-boy holding a coral parasol
on the end of a long stick, and Dorine the maid carrying a
basket of pink gardenias. Toinette paused and looked with
pleasure at the tiny carriage with its ridiculously high wheels.
She herself was dressed in voluminous coral-pink taffeta skirts
with a little niched coatee which fitted her very closely and
flared below the waist. She had a small trzcorne poised provo-
catively over the left eye and carried a whip made of blue rib-
bon mounted on an enamel handle. She rustled down in a
balm of fraxinella; her panniers filled the carriage and the
maid had some trouble in finding room for the basket of gar-
denias in the back, with the nigger boy.

Dorine was a little jaded, having spent two hours making
up her mistress among a litter of swansdown puffs, powder
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